THE MODERN ESSAYIST

liberty, when he pleased, to write an essay of a
hundred pages, and Bacon to write one of a
quarter of a page. Each of them had " all the
time there was/' for he was writing unprofession-
ally and purely for his own amusement. Lamb
and Hazlitt did "write for the papers/' but
intermittently, and mostly for monthlies and
quarterlies, which allowed them to wander as they
liked, at so much a sheet. These were able,
therefore, when they chose, to exhaust their minds
on a subject. They could ruminate and make
notes, and search their memories for quotations,
and write odd paragraphs, and put them in a
drawer, and take them out next week, look at
them again and add to them; and when all their
powers of observation, generalisation, self-scrutiny
and memory had done their work, and fancy had
played to the point of fatigue, they could still,
with a poet's loving care, rearrange and re-
proportion their material, vary their melodies, and
titivate their epithets. There are still essayists
on the ampler scale who proceed thus. Mr. Max
Beerbohm, for example, who has been silent for so
long that one can only hope that, on his balcony
under the serene Italian sky, he is perfecting some
immense masterpiece. The artist at his leisure is
to be envied: but the craftsman who works to
a time-table deserves consideration on his merits.
In the last resort his work must be judged without
reference to his journalistic necessities, but an
understanding of them will carry with it the
explanation as to why he does certain things and
not certain other things. This may all seem very
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